Not Yours To Carry

As I look at you, my 

child, hurting so much.

I extend a helping,

 hand for you to touch.

Yet you don’t see it, because 

you cannot see beyond the pain.

All your energy goes there.  And

 the hurting is what you gain.

My time is not measured

 by yours, do not worry.  

I died on the cross, for them,

they are not yours to carry.

Faith is believing in 

what you cannot see.

So look beyond the pain

and you will find Me.
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